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ing. On the afternoon of May twenty-first, when we first saw Colonel
Washington's white-coated rebel cavalry come out from the forest,
there wasn't a mark upon the surrounding fields, barring the ditch dug
for defence close under the walls of the Star Redoubt.
Now, seventy paces from the stockade over which we peered, two
long parapets of red earth stretched across the fields. So close were
the red embankments that we could hear men talking in the trenches
behind them ; hear the gritting and tapping of shovels ; see gouts
of dirt fly up out of the two long ditches ; hear rocks and dirt trickle
down the face of the red slopes when shovelfuls were tossed upon
them.
Buell had begun his work on the gun-tower before daylight; and
with Roney's approval he'd called upon me to assist him.
" I want you to pick five South Carolina hunters who can shoot. I
don't mean men that can shoot fieldpieces : I mean men that can
shoot off a squirrel's tail with a rifle at two hundred yards. I want
them to be one of the gun crews and I want you to lay one of the
guns. You learned how to sight a gun from a platform while we were
on the frigate, and I want one of those guns worked by men who aren't
trained artillerymen, all full of drill and rules. Either you or I've got
to stay there on that tower and work those guns as long as we aren't
shot off of it. That's our job, Oliver : to take charge of 'those guns
till we've taught the regular crews how I want 'em handled. Go get
me those squirrel-murderers and have 'em in the Star Redoubt just
after first daylight."
I immediately went to look for the two Kirklands, Lonnie and
Smallwood, found them, took their advice in selecting the other three
from among their neighbours, and at the first hint of sunrise the six of
us were on our way, crossing the1 town to the Redoubt. In the pale
dawn light the circular enclosure seemed overcrowded with restlessly
moving figures, and the fire step inside the stockade was packed with
watchers.
Roney, who'd come with us, went to the fire step and grasped an
ankle. " Can you see 'em ? "
" See 'em I" the man whispered. " You can damned near spit
on 'em I"
" Where's the colonel ? " Roney asked,
*6 How do I know ? " the man asked irritably. " He's jumping
around like a flea on a hot, iron."
Roney walked along the base of the fire step, staring up at the
heads outlined against the pale sky until he found the right one,
" Who's that ? " Cruger asked. " Is that you, Roney ? Where's
Buell ? "
" Here," Roney said.  " We're ready."